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PREFACE 

SOME  of  these  Poems  (Part  I)  were  published  in 
*  Fra  Angelico  and  other  Poems,'  Second  edition, 
1889  (Longmans  &  Co.) ;  some  (Part  II)  in 
'The  Holy  Days,'  1900  (G.  Allen  &  Sons) ;  those 
in  Part  III  are  of  later  date. 

[The  short  Poem,  the  last  in  the  Appendix, 
is  by  my  Brother,  till  lately  Registrar  of  the 
Admiralty  Court.] 
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FRA  ANGELICO  DA  FIESOLE 

SAY,  ye  hoary  saints  and  martyrs,  gazing  down  from 

frescoed  walls, 
Where  around  your  brows  the  sunset  glory  lingeringly 

falls; 
Say  to  us  who  surge  around  you  like  a  stream  which 

frets  and  flows, 

Whence  this  strange  repose  ? 

Even  unto  us  are  given  purple  gleams  at  times  from 

heaven, 
Flushing  all  the  pallid  olives  with  a  sweet  and  solemn 

hue ; 
But  it  fades,  and  we  are  sighing  for  the  rapture 

fading,  dying — 

Was  it  so  with  you  ? 
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Flashed  no  look  of  longing  ever  from  your  half- 
reverted  eyes 

Earthward,  e'en  amid  your  visions  of  the  bliss  of 
Paradise  ? 

Swept  no  gust  of  passion  ever  rudely  o'er  the  level 
line 

Of  your  calm  divine  ? 

Seemed  it  not  at  times  a  madness  thus  to  barter 

present  gladness, 
All  the  pride  and  pomp  of  living,  for  a  thing  unseen, 

unknown  ? 
As  ye  knelt  before  the  altar  did  your  prayers  not 

ever  falter 

Ere  they  reached  God's  throne  ? 

Haply,  ye  amid  the  troublous  waking  from  delusive 

dreams 
Slaked  the  fire  within  by   draughts  of  Helicon's 

pellucid  streams, 
Or  by  converse  with  the  planets  nightly  marching  on 

their  way, 

Grew  serene  as  they  ? 
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Or  in  philosophic  wonder,  haply  ye  have  loved  to 

ponder, 
How  the  world  of  things  without  us  is  a  phantom 

flitting  by, 
While  ideal  forms  of  being  far  above  our  range  of 

seeing 

Sit  enthroned  on  high  ? 

Lo  !  your  glance  of  grave  compassion  thrills  me  with 

a  silent  awe, 
And  your  wasted  fingers  softly  beckon  me  more  near 

to  draw, 
And  ye  answer,  '  We  will  tell  thee  of  the  secret  and 

the  way, 

If  thou  wilt  obey. 

'  For  that  one  short  word  enshrineth  all  that  mortal 

wit  divineth, 
How  to  win  strength  out  of  weakness,  out  of  sorrow 

fearless  joy. 
Take  the  yoke  and  daily  wear  it ;   'tis  to  those  who 

bravely  bear  it 

Rest  without  alloy. 

u2 
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'  To  obey,  e'en  though  obeying  rives  well-nigh  the 

heart  in  twain, 
To  obey,  though  eye  nor  lip  may  bear  their  witness 

to  the  pain, 
Though  the  reason  be  withholden  for  obeying,  to 

obey 

Straight  without  delay. 

'  This,  and  this  alone  is  able,  stills  the  longing  ;   for 

unstable 
Is  the  spirit,  as  the  needle  trembles,  till  it  find  the 

pole : 
Once  thy  will  with  God's  is  blended,  then  at  last  the 

strife  is  ended 

Raging  in  thy  soul. 

*  When  the  rebel  passions  hearken  to  the  voice  within 

the  soul, 
Chanting  ever  loud  or  low  the  strain  to  which  the 

planets  roll, 
When  the  spirit,  which  they  bow  to,  bows  itself  to 

One  above, 

Then  is  peace  and  love. 
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'  So  the  ocean  stills  his  raging,  when  he  feels  the 

touch  assuaging 
Of  the  angel  gliding  o'er  the  billows  with  unruffled 

wing; 
So  the  wind,  out- worn  with  roaming,  sinks  to  slumber 

in  the  gloaming 

Of  an  eve  in  spring. 

'  We  have  seen  the  Holy  Infant  bending  from  His 

mother's  arms, 
With  a  smile  for  those  who  triumph  o'er  the  world's 

fast  fleeting  charms, 
With  a  glance  which  says  to  mortals,  vainly  troubled 

and  distrest — 

"  I  will  give  you  rest." 

'  Mary  and  her  Child  are  with  us,  and  the  dark  dank 

cell  grows  bright, 
As  a  dim  sepulchral  cavern  flooded  with  the  noonday 

light; 
And  across  the  flinty  desert  comes  a  sweet  and 

strange  perfume, 

As  when  roses  bloom. 
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'  For  the  desert  is  not  lonely,  is  not  bleak  and  bare, 

if  only 
Chanting  angels  round  the  cradle  of  the  Child  Christ 

fold  their  wings ; 
Glows  the  cell  with  pearl  and  amber  when  it  is  the 

presence  chamber 

Of  the  King  of  kings. 

'  Yet  'tis  not  for  this  we  serve  Him,  for  the  gifts  His 

hand  bestows, 
But  that  from  His  eye  is  beaming  deeper  love  than 

mortal  knows, 
But  that  o'er  His  brow  the  shadow,  e'en  in  infancy  is 

cast, 

Of  the  Cross  at  last. 

'  Therefore  we  to  Him  would  tender  all  the  love  which 

we  can  render, 
And  the  badge  of  our  allegiance  to  Him  in  this  holy 

palm ; 
With  His  banner  floating  o'er  us,  sin  and  sorrow 

flee  before  us, 

And  the  heart  is  calm.' 
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THE  sweet  springtime  is  a  maiden  fair — 
The  tender  bloom  of  a  glad  surprise 
Flushes  her  cheek  and  her  azure  eyes  ; 
But  soon  the  fringe  of  her  eyelids  meek 
Droopingly  shades  her  pensive  cheek  ; 
Her  fairy  footfall  scarcely  shakes 
The  violet  bud  that  beneath  it  wakes  ; 
And  a  vagrant  waft  of  scented  air 
Dimples  the  flow  of  her  golden  hair. 

The  sweet  springtime  is  coy  as  sweet — 
Anon  she  turns  her  lips  away 
To  'scape  the  sun's  intrusive  ray  ; 
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And  anon  she  answers  maidenly, 
With  lifted  veil  and  glances  shy, 
With  gleams  that  vanish  as  they  come, 
Chased  by  a  momentary  gloom  ; 
Half-fearing,  longing  half  to  greet 
His  presence  with  avowal  meet. 

Wayward  is  she  as  fits  her  years — 

She  loves,  but  will  not  own  her  love  ; 

And,  as  her  veering  fancies  move, 

Gives  gaily  back  or  smile  or  frown 

To  him  who  gazes  fondly  down  ; 

She  veils  herself  in  a  cloud,  that  he 

May  love  the  more  whom  he  may  not  see  ; 

But  he  darts  a  ray  through  the  cloud,  nor  fears 

Lest  love  like  his  be  quenched  in  tears. 

For  every  hour  she  has  a  mood — 
Her  laugh  is  ringing,  blithe  and  clear, 
Where  silvery  waters  sparkle  near, 
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Through  the  hazel  copse,  where  the   dancing 

breeze 

Twirls  the  tassels  that  plume  the  trees  ; 
But  soon  she  weeps  in  her  roofless  bower 
With  plaintive  wail  and  tearful  shower ; 
Till,  calling  softly  through  the  wood, 
The  thrushes  soothe  her  solitude. 

The  sweet  springtime  is  a  winsome  bride — 
Around  her  taper  throat  are  hung 
The  pearly  dewdrops  deftly  strung  ; 
Like  a  purified  scarf  on  her  shoulders  glow 
The  sevenfold  tints  of  her  sun-wrought  bow ; 
She  has  robed  her  in  the  unsullied  green 
That  best  befits  a  woodland  queen  ; 
But  amid  her  smiles  at  times  has  sighed 
For  her  aged  sire's  deserted  side. 

She  sighs  at  times  for  the  days  gone  by — 
For  the  bygone  joys  of  the  icy  hall 
Where  winter  holds  his  festival : 
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And  her  youthful  fancies  to  and  fro 
Shift  at  will,  as  breezes  blow  : 
But  her  heart  the  while  is  fixed  and  true 
As  under  a  cloud  the  changeless  blue  ; 
And  love  like  hers  'neath  summer's  sky 
Shall  ripen,  never  again  to  die. 
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ONE  more  in  the  eddy — one  more,  young  and  brave, 
Drawn  down  to  the  depths — yet  the  wave 

Unsated,  as  who  drains  the  goblet,  and  then 
Cries  '  Let  it  be  plenished  again  !  ' 

A  gasp  of  despair  from  the  sea  to  the  shore ; 
And  now  all  is  still  as  before. 

But  she  the  fair  goddess,  upborne  in  her  shell 
From  depths  where  the  sea-monsters  dwell, 

Light  floating  as  foam  o'er  the  turmoil  and  whirl 
Where  the  waters  remorselessly  swirl, 

Laughs  softly  and  pauses  awhile  to  espy 
Her  votaries  struggle  and  die. 
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Laughs  softly  and  mirrors  herself  in  the  wave 

Now  silent  and  still  as  a  grave, 
Where  gleam  the  white  shoulders  bejewelled  with 
spray, 

And  the  tresses  in  sweet  disarray, 
Where  gleams  from  her  eyes  an  unquenchable  fire. 

0  queen  !   what  has  kindled  thine  ire  ? 

She  speaks.     Is  there  aught  of  reproof  in  her  tone 
For  the  deed  which  the  whirlpool  has  done  ? 

Of  grief  for  the  doom  of  the  young  and  the  brave 
111  matched  with  the  treacherous  wave  ? 

Nay,  it  is  but  to  mock  with  her  laughter  the  cry 
And  the  anguish  of  souls  as  they  die. 

'  Ah,  Fool !   to  be  lured  by  a  glance  and  a  smile 
Which  none  but  a  fool  could  beguile, 

By  a  languishing  look  and  a  beckoning  hand, 
Far  away  from  thy  home  on  the  land, 

Till  the  smile  and  the  whisper  have  lured  thee  away, 
Where  the  deep  is  awaiting  his  prey. 
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'  Blue  lakes  where  the  mountains  eternally  keep 
Their  watch  o'er  the  waves  as  they  sleep, 

Broad  rivers  which  bask  in  the  valleys,  and  rills 
Which  sparkle  and  dance  through  the  hills  ; 

All  these,  in  thy  blindness  of  homage  for  me, 
Thou  hast  left  for  the  treacherous  sea.' 

0  Paphian,  falser  than  fair  !    There  is  death 
In  the  poison-perfume  of  thy  breath. 

On  thy  soft  snowy  hand  is  a  stain  not  of  wine 
From  the  victims  who  bleed  at  thy  shrine. 

Alas  for  the  mortal  who  sees  not  the  guile, 
Which  lurks  in  thy  pitiless  smile ! 
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I  SAW  Undine  through  mosses  green 

Daintily  wend  her  way, 
O'er  the  moorland  wild  like  a  tripping  child 

Who  tarries  not  to  play. 
For  amid  the  ferns  her  spirit  yearns 

For  undiscovered  joys, 
And  with  scarce  a  sigh  she  hastens  by, 

As  a  maiden  quits  her  toys. 

Oh  !  who  can  know,  as  the  waters  flow, 
Which  way  their  course  shall  be  ? 

Is  it  not  a  quest  of  vain  unrest 
Although  commenced  in  glee  ? 
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With  caresses  soft  she  pauses  oft 

By  the  grey  old  boulderstone, 
Ere  she  dares  to  spring  as  on  poised  wing 

Down  the  depths  unseen,  unknown. 


Then  strong  in  love,  from  the  verge  above 

She  leaps,  for  life  or  death, 
Nor  quails  at  the  shock  of  the  giant  rock 

Which  bars  her  way  beneath. 
A  cloud  of  spray  half  veils  the  fray, 

Like  smoke  from  a  battle-plain  ; 
But  loud  and  clear  o'er  the  tumult  drear 

Swells  hope's  undying  strain. 


For  a  sunbeam  stray  has  found  his  way 
To  the  crag  with  sweetest  wiles, 

And  a  blue-eyed  flower  in  the  darkest  hour 
Leans  over  the  brink  and  smiles ; 
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While  amid  the  toil  and  the  strange  turmoil 

And  the  whirl  of  raging  foam, 
One  purpose  still,  through  good  and  ill, 
Pilots  the  wanderer  home. 

Out  of  weakness  strong,  by  conflict  long 

With  passions  manifold, 
Without  dismay  at  the  long  delay, 

She  paces,  not  as  of  old, 
Through  vales  that  lie  'neath  a  stormless  sky 

With  stately  course  and  free, 
Till  a  distant  roar  on  the  sounding  shore 

Gives  welcome  to  the  sea. 
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How  calm  he  lies  and  still ! 
The  sea,  who  slew  him,  laid  him  there 
Along  the  shingle  rough  and  bare, 
With  wild  caresses,  in  despair 

For  having  wrought  her  will : 


With  deep  remorseful  moan 
In  every  wave  that  smites  the  strand, 
Like  theirs  who  rear  a  frantic  hand 
To  heaven,  the  while  aghast  they  stand 

At  what  themselves  have  done. 
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'Twas  but  an  hour  ago, 
The  crested  billows  in  their  pride 
His  stripling  energies  defied, 
And  choked  the  anguished  gasp  that  cried 

For  rescue  from  his  foe. 


Too  late  repentant  now, 
Sad  ocean  bids  each  sullen  wave 
Mutter  a  requiem  o'er  the  brave, 
And  with  unheeded  sobbings  lave 

Cold  cheek  and  pallid  brow. 


None  but  the  hoarse  sea-wave 
Tells  how  amid  the  breakers  tost, 
By  fate's  resistless  current  crost, 
His  own  bright  life  he  gaged  and  lost 

In  vain  a  friend  to  save  : 
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None  but  the  wave  is^there 
To  lay  him  tenderly  to  rest, 
With  folded  palms  across  his  breast, 
And  kisses  passionately  prest 

To  lips  erewhile  so  fair. 


Is  there jno  beauty  now  ? 
A  sleeping  child  is  fair  to  see, 
Cradled  upon  its  mother's  knee, 
In  rosy  dreams  of  infancy, 

With  smooth  unruffled  brow. 


So  lies  he  calm  and  still. 
Unearthly  strains  across  the  bay 
Stream  o'er  him  with  the  sun's  last  ray, 
And  whispered  greetings  far  away 

The  cloudless  azure  thrill. 

o2 
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THERE  is  a  place,  whoso  has  trodden  once 

The  Simplon's  snow-capt  summit,  knows  it  well, 

Wrings  tear-drops  from  the  heart ;  tears  not  of  pain, 

But  of  a  joy  awestricken  at  itself. 

You  cross  the  bridge  ;  the  clattering  jingling  team 

Scared  by  their  master's  shout  and  crackling  thong 

Prick  up  their  drooping  ears.     But  0  !    my  friends, 

Is  it  that  we  have  passed  all  unaware 

The  gates  of  death,  and  thus  and  here  awake 

Amid  the  balmy  airs  of  Paradise  ? 

The  bleak  and  barren  mountains  are  behind, 

The  torrent  roaring  from  his  rocky  lair, 

The  avalanche  swift  swooping  on  his  prey, 
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The  toppling  crag,  and  all  the  shapes  of  fear 
Which  haunt  in  winter's  mists  that  toilsome  way  : 
Before  us  lies  a  valley  flushed  with  joy. 
Alas  !    It  is  not  so.    That  crouching  gait, 
That  vacant  stare,  or  scarce  less  vacant  scowl, 
Are  not  of  Eden  ;   nor  these  tokens  dire 
Of  havoc  which  the  frenzied  floods  have  made. 
Is  there  no  place  where  sorrow  cannot  come  ? 
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IN  slow  procession,  one  by  one, 
The  mourners  to  thy  grave  are  gone, 
Bearing  their  chaplets.    I  the  last 
Here  on  thy  mound  my  offering  cast ; 
Nor,  slight  and  simple  though  it  be, 
Is  it  for  that  disdained  by  thee. 
Lowly,  methinks,  may  be  the  line 
Which  speaks  of  lowliness  like  thine. 

For  thou  wast  lowly.    Though  thy  place 
Far  as  the  eye  of  man  may  trace, 
Where  mortal  gaze  enraptured  faints, 
Is  high  among  the  highest  saints ; 


J.  K. 

Though  it  was  thine  undazed  to  climb 
The  cloud-girt  peaks  of  song  sublime, 
Yet  thou  wast  lowly,  as  the  flower 
Which  folds  herself  when  tempests  lower. 


I  may  not  call  thee  friend.    My  hand 
Met  thine  but  once.    Yet  they  who  stand 
Kemotest  hail  and  bless  the  star 
Which  guides  them  onward  from  afar. 
Let  thousand  others,  as  they  may, 
Extol  the  glory  of  the  ray  ; 
I  here  the  while  on  bended  knee 
Give  thanks  for  what  it  is  to  me. 


In  youth,  beside  the  cloistered  walls 
Where  the  gay  sunlight  softened  falls ; 
In  manhood,  where  sweet  nameless  rills 
Wander  among  the  western  hills ; 
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In  work  or  rest,  in  joy  or  woe, 

In  peril  from  the  viewless  foe, 

The  heavenly  music  of  thy  lay 

Wove  its  bright  spell  around  my  way. 


0  Poet !  whose  seraphic  lyre 
Ne'er  quivered  to  a  base  desire, 
Nor  to  the  wild  discordant  cry 
Of  passion's  frantic  ecstasy, 
But  ever  shed  abroad  a  sense 
Of  truth  and  peace  and  innocence, 
Training  the  restless  heart  to  twine 
Her  tendrils  round  the  life  divine  ;— 


0  Sage  !  whose  wisdom  calm  and  clear 
Whispered  to  all  who  paused  to  hear, 
'  On,  through  the  glimmering  twilight  grey 
Onward  where  duty  points  the  way ' ; 
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Still  to  thy  Church  and  Country  true, 
Nor  veering  as  the  breezes  blew  ; 
By  patience  schooled  to  lead — for  they 
Can  best  command,  who  best  obey ; — 


0  Christian !  not  austerely  good, 
Nor  soured  by  pharisaic  mood  ; 
Stern  to  thyself,  to  others  mild, 
With  children  sportive  as  a  child ; 
Abhorring  sin,   yet  not   the  less 
Compassionating  sin's  distress ; 
Taught  by  the  Cross,  what  wonders  lie 
In  love's  mysterious  harmony  ; — 


The  may-thorn  dons  her  bridal  wreath  ; 
May-winds  their  freshening  odours  breathe ; 
Thrilled  with  new  life  all  things  upraise 
Their  swelling  symphony  of  praise  ; — 
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We  miss  the  voice  from  which  to  learn 
How  best  to  welcome  spring's  return  ; 
But  who  shall  say  what  strains  arise 
Amid  the  choirs  of  Paradise  ? 
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0  POET  !   0  lord  of  the  passions  which  rage 

In  the  breasts  which  they  claim  as  their  own  ! 
Thy  word  was  a  sceptre  the  storm  to  assuage, 
Why  hast  thou  forsaken  thy  throne  ? 
To  be  loudest  and  fiercest  of  all  in  the  din, 
In  the  revel  of  folly  and  sin  ? 

The  winds  were  thy  trumpet.    So  piercingly  rang 

Thy  voice,  that  a  shuddering  went 
Through  the  heart  of  the  mountains,  and  lo !  at  the 

clang 
Their  ancient  foundations  were  rent ; 

Yet  amid  the  wild  prelude  an  undersong  stole, 
Of  hope  and  of  peace  on  the  soul. 
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Thine  eye  from  the  stars  drew  the  glances  of  fire, 

The  flashes  of  joy  pure  and  high  ; 
Thine  ear,  thine  alone,  caught  the  tones  of  the  lyre, 
Which  they  smite  as  they  sweep  through  the  sky  ; 
All  this  like  the  gold  of  the  spendthrift  is  gone. 
Alas  !   thou  art  reft  of  thy  throne. 

And  for  what  ?     To  be  chief  in  the  chorus  of  slaves, 

Who  drain  the  enchantress's  bowl : 
High  priest  in  her  orgy  whenever  she  waves 
The  wand  of  her  ruthless  control. 
For  a  banquet,  which  reeks  of  the  garbage  of  earth, 
Thou  hast  bartered  the  pride  of  thy  birth. 

No  voice  was  as  thine  in  the  paean  which  soared 
With  the  lark  from  the  dew  of  the  morn  ; 

None  sweeter,  none  stronger  than  thine  ever  poured 

\ 
The  lay  of  a  rapturous  scorn, 

When  the  legions  of  darkness  fled  trooping  away 

From  the  glittering  shafts  of  the  day. 

\ 

\ 
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0  poet !   0  lord  of  the  passions  which  cry 

For  rest  in  the  bosom  of  men  ! 
Long  lost,  oh,  return  to  thy  vassals  who  sigh 
For  the  sway  of  thy  sceptre  again  ! 
As  at  first  so  at  last  let  thy  minstrelsy  roll 
A  message  of  peace  o'er  the  soul. 
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OH  !   say  not  they  are  past  and  gone, 
The  sunny  days  of  youth  gone  past  recalling, 
Like  withered  leaves  in  yellow  autumn  falling  ; 

Though  treasured  in  one  heart  alone, 

It  cannot  be  that  they  are  gone. 

I  hear  the  voices  that  are  gone  ; 
Though  faint  and  far  away  the  sound  is  dying, 
Yet  in  my  heart  an  echo  is  replying  ; 
Though  audible  to  me  alone, 
Oh  !   say  not  they  are  past  and  gone. 
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STRONG  be  my  arm  nor  faltering,  where 
Thy  voice,  0  Lord  !   shall  bid  me  dare  ; 
Keen  as  my  falchion  be  my  sight 
To  wield  the  lightnings  for  the  right ; 
And  may  my  shield  a  barrier  make 
Before  the  fallen  for  Thy  sake. 

Let  me  have  comrades,  bound  to  Thee 
By  a  yet  deeper  fealty  ; 
And  coffers  full  that  I  may  pour 
Down  at  Thy  feet  their  glittering  store ; 
And  may  I  dig  from  duskiest  mine 
The  gems  wherewith  to  gild  Thy  shrine. 
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Be  mine  the  wisdom,  Lord,  to  see 
What  counsel  best  may  honour  Thee  ; 
Like  adamant  my  will,  0  Lord  ! 
Yet  bending  reed-bike  to  Thy  word  ; 
And  may  my  voice  like  music  sway 
My  people's  hearts  to  walk  Thy  way. 

Grant  me  Thy  fires  of  woe,  to  prove 
And  cleanse  from  earthly  dross  my  love  ; 
Grant  me  delights,  which  I  for  thee 
May  joy  to  spurn,  if  need  shall  be  ; 
Grant  me  unperishing  renown, 
That  I  may  bind  it  to  Thy  crown. 
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TO  

MY  homeward  way  is  ended, 
The  last  green  slope  ascended, 
Slow  pacing,  unattended, 
I  rest  and  turn  to  see 

The  valley  softly  smiling, 
As  though  with  tenderest  wiling 
My  wistful  thoughts  beguiling 
Awhile  away  from  thee. 

Now  steals  the  calm  of  even 
Adown  the  cloudless  heaven, 
Like  rest,  when  men  have  striven 
Until  the  victory  ; 
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Like  rest  of  souls  reposing 
When  life's  long  strife  is  closing, 
And  the  foe  our  march  opposing 
At  last  is  forced  to  flee. 

Oh,  fair  beyond  denying 
The  scene  before  me  lying, 
Yet  wins  it  no  replying 

Of  fond  delight  from  me. 

A  purple  glow  is  steeping 
The  hills  around  me  sleeping, 
But  I  my  watch  am  keeping 
Alone  away  from  thee. 
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IF  but  my  will 

Against  the  powers  of  hell 

Uphold  the  banner  well, 
Nor,  when  the  strife  of  passions  rages  drear, 
Though  scantily  equipped  with  bow  and  spear, 
Flinch  from  my  post  in  ignominious  fear, 

I  am  the  victor  still. 

For  'tis  the  will 

Firm  seated  on  a  throne, 

Monarch,  supreme,  alone, 

Which  sways  our  being  as  the  hands  which  sway 
The  rudder,  where  the  vessel  cleaves  the  spray, 
Or  those  whose  touch  responsive  chords  obey 

The  listening  ear  to  fill. 
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All  else  may  die  : 
This  tenement  of  clay 
May  crumble  and  decay 
With  all  the  faculties  my  joy  and  pride, 
As  casts  a  maiden,  soon  to  be  a  bride, 
Her  girlish  toys,  her  broken  lyre  aside, 
Because  her  lord  is  nigh. 

This,  this  alone, 
Still,  still  to  choose  the  good 
Through  every  fleeting  mood 
Which  flings  a  shadow  o'er  our  destiny, 
Like  clouds  which  sail  across  an  April  sky  ; 
This,  this  is  life  and  immortality, 

Though  sense  and  thought  be  gone. 
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IS   IT    WELL    WITH    THE   CHILD? 

SUEELY    'tis   well   those    tender    feet   beneath    the 

scorching  ray 
Of  life's  fierce  sun  shall  never  toil  along  the  dusty 

way; 
Yet  oh  !  for  the  little  twinkling  feet  which  sped  so 

fast  and  free, 
Across  the  dewy  lawn  at  eve  so  oft  to  welcome  me. 

Surely  'tis  well  that  never  in  life's  labyrinthine  ways 
His  little  hand  shall  lose  the  silver  thread  amid  the 

maze  ; 
Yet  oh !  for  the  tiny  hand  in  mine  with  its  pressure 

soft  and  warm, 
To  mind  me  that  it  was  my  charge  to  shield  my  child 

from  harm. 
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Surely  'tis  well  that  never  shall  his  spirit  be  per- 
plexed 

With  doubts  and  questionings  whereby  the  soul  of 
man  is  vexed ; 

Yet  oh !  for  the  whispered  questionings  so  strangely 
deep  and  wise, 

Too  wise,  we  thought,  for  childish  lips,  of  things 
beyond  the  skies. 


Surely  'tis  well  that  never  now  sore-wounded  in  the 
fray 

The  soul  shall  need  with  sigh  and  sob  to  weep  his 
woes  away  ; 

Yet  oh  !  for  but  one  look,  though  sad,  of  the  loving 
wistful  eyes, 

Which  closed  awhile  ago  on  earth  to  wake  in  Para- 
dise. 
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Surely  'tis  well  for  him  who  rests  ;  nor  ill  for  us  who 

stay 
To  bear  for  some  short  space  the  heat  and  burden  of 

the  day ; 
For  we  hear  a  still  soft  voice  which  calls  from  out 

the  grassy  mound, 
And  we  see  a  tiny  hand  which  leads  where  only  rest 

is  found. 
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COMES  at  times  a  stillness  as  of  even, 

Steeping  the  soul  in  memories  of  love, 
As  when  the  glow  is  fading  out  of  heaven, 

As  when  the  twilight  deepens  in  the  grove. 
Comes  at  times  a  sound  of  many  voices, 

As  when  the  waves  are  breaking  on  the  shore, 
As  when  each  dewy  bush  and  brake  rejoices, 

Chanting  aloud  because  the  night  is  o'er. 

Comes  at  times  a  voice  of  days  departed, 
On  the  dying  breath  of  evening  borne, 

Whispering  sadly  to  the  weary-hearted, 
'  Long  is  the  way  before  thee  and  forlorn.' 
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Comes  at  last  a  voice  of  thrillin    gladness, 
Borne  on  the  breezes  of  the  rising  day — 

Saying,  '  The  Lord  will  make  an  end  of  sadness ' ; 
Saying,  '  The  Lord  will  wipe  all  tears  away.' 
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ARCHING  a  snow-white  neck, 

Crisping  a  snow-white  wing, 
Is  it  in  anger,  or  pride,  or  because 

So  lovely  a  thing 

Plumes  itself  thus  on  its  loveliness,  and 
Loves  to  be  loved,  and  is  born  to  command  ? 

Lady  !  say  was  it  a  tone 

Somewhat  deficient  in  awe 
Jarred  on  thy  sensitive  hearing,  and  thus 

Constrained  thee  to  draw, 
As  with  a  grave  and  reproving  surprise, 
Haughtily  back  from  inquisitive  eyes  ? 
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Lady  !   if  haply  'twas  I 

Ruffled  the  swanlike  repose, 
Mantled  in  which  thou  wert  floating  along, 

I  was  but  as  those 

Dreamers,  who  start  from  their  dreamings  and  wake 
Standing  and  watching  a  swan  on  a  lake. 
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THROUGH  the  roar  of  the  cannon, 

That  pealed  o'er  the  plain, 
Through  the  darkness,  that  fell 

As  a  storm  on  the  main, 
As  onward,  and  onward,  and  onward  we  rode, 
Fast  galloped  the  bonny  brown  mare  I  bestrode. 

Through  the  shock  of  the  conflict, 

The  rage  of  the  strife, 
Through  the  clash,  and  the  clang 

Of  the  struggle  for  life, 

Our  sabres  were  gleaming,  and  still,  as  we  rode, 
She  quailed  not,  the  bonny  brown  mare  I  bestrode. 
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In  the  moment  of  triumph, 

The  close  of  the  fray, 
Ere  back  from  the  battle 

We  wended  our  way, 

She  faltered  and  fell,  for  a  shot,  as  we  rode, 
Pierced  the  heart  of  the  bonny  brown  mare  I  bestrode. 

No  more  on  the  green  sward 

The  charger  shall  roam, 
No  more  be  caressed 

By  soft  ringers  at  home. 
At  the  clarion's  call  to  the  onset  we  rode — 
Alas !   for  the  bonny  brown  mare  I  bestrode. 
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THEY  are  gone  !    The  quick  plash  of  their  paddles 

Is  throbbing  no  more  in  my  ear. 
The  smoke-cloud,  that  tracked  their  departure,  no 

longer 

Betokens  that  still  they  are  near. 
The  glow  of  the  sunset  is  paling,  and  night 
Effaces  the  fast-flowing  stream  from  my  sight. 
Swift,  swift  as  these  waters  fate  bears  them  away, 
My  comrades,  and  quenches  the  glimmering  day. 

Is  it  fate  ?     Nay,  I  bade  them  to  leave  me. 

I  would  not  the  true  and  the  brave 
In  the  crash  and  the  carnage  should  perish  beside  me, 
A  leader  unable  to  save. 
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I  loved  them  too  truly  to  whisper,  Abide, 
As  in  life,  so  in  death  let  us  fight  side  by  side. 

0  Father !  I  prayed,  for  the  sake  of  Thy  Son, 
Of  those  whom  Thou  lendest  me,  let  me  lose  none  ! 

1  have  watched  on  the  roof  of  the  palace, 
Slow  pacing,  and  gazing  in  vain, 

As  I  paced  to  and  fro,  for  the  glint  of  the  helmets 

Far  flashing  across  the  dull  plain. 
And  my  ear  was  athirst  for  the  trumpet's  shrill 

cry, 

Announcing  that  help  and  that  rescue  are  nigh  : 
Not  for  me — for  my  people  I  watch  and  I  wait. 
They  come  not.  They  leave  us  alone  to  our  fate. 

Alone,  on  this  billowless  ocean 

Of  sand,  stretching  shoreless  away. 
Without,  the  wild  hordes  of  the  desert  are  raging ; 
Within,  there  are  those  that  betray. 
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Alone  in  the  desert ;  and  yet  not  alone, 

For  God  in  His  glory  looks  down  from  His  throne  ; 

And  He,  who  spake  '  Peace  '  to  the  winds  and  the 

sea, 
Speaks  peace  to  my  spirit  and  communes  with  me. 

I  am  thine,  thine  alone,  thine  for  ever. 

The  cry  of  my  soul  is  to  Thee, 
Come   what   may,    life,  death,    honour,   dishonour 

(I  care  not), 

Thine  only,  Thine  always  to  be. 
From  the  first  to  the  last  Thou  art  still  at  my  side, 
My  King,  my  Kedeemer,  to  strengthen,  to  guide. 
When  the  fight  shall  be  fought  and  the  night  watch 

be  past, 
0  !  bring  me  to  rest  in  Thy  presence  at  last ! 


\ 
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POET  from  across  the  western  waters, 
Thinker  from  a  far-off  kindred  strand, 

Wit  that  wounds  not,  wisdom  never  irksome, 
Make  for  thee  a  home  in  every  land. 

We  in  England  hail  thee  as  a  brother, 
We  would  clasp  thy  hand. 

Quaintest  jester,  kindliest  of  critics, 
Keen  to  note  man's  microscopic  ways, 

Sympathiser  with  his  best  aspirings, 
Slow  to  censure,  very  swift  to  praise, 

Wendell  Holmes — in  thee  we  claim  our  portion 
Of  thy  well-earned  bays. 
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Many  a  smile,  that  leaves  no  sigh  behind  it, 
Many  a  tender  ray  of  hope  and  love, 

Through  thy  page  irradiate  our  pathway, 
Truant  gleamings  from  a  world  above. 

May  the  glad  refraction  of  our  gladness 
Ever  round  thee  move. 


II 


THE  SPIRIT  WORLD 

I  HEAR  the  voice.    Whence  is  it  ?     They  are  gone, 
The  loved,  beyond  or  sight  or  sound.    And  yet 
It  floats  upon  the  liquid  air,  a  tone 

Of  fond  regret. 

As  of  a  presence  not  to  be  defined, 
Impalpable,  yet  exquisitely  near, 
Articulate,  but  only  to  the  mind, 
Not  to  the  ear. 

Whence  is  it  ?    From  the  grave  ?     That  cannot  be. 
There  is  nor  speech  nor  thought  within  the  tomb, 
No  voice  comes  forth  from  that  vacuity, 
That  sunless  gloom. 
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Only  the  husk  is  there,  that  held  the  seed, 

The  husk,  that  perishes  and  wastes  away, 
Although  itself,  if  so  has  been  decreed, 
Shall  live  some  day. 


Whence  is  it  ?    From  the  spirit  world.    But  how  ? 

From  lip  to  ear  ?    Ah !    No.    That  cannot  be. 

Those  things  are  past  away  and  gone.    Yet  now, 

Though  none  may  see, 
As  light  pervades  the  ether,  or  as  thought 

Flashes  at  will  untracked  from  pole  to  pole, 
E'en  so  the  white-winged  messages  are  brought 
From  soul  to  soul. 


Communion  of  love,  whereof  the  dead 

Partake  ;    and  we,  who  follow  them,  retain 
Green  recollection  of  the  words  they  said, 
And  we  are  fain 
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To  count  their  triumphs,  how  they  fought  the  fight, 

How  they  endured,  how  they  prevailed  at  last. 
So  on  our  solitary  paths  a  light 
Streams  from  the  past. 
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TICK,  tick, — Tick,  tick, — 
Is  it  the  fall  of  angels'  feet  ? 
Is  it  to  summon  me  to  meet 
The  doom  that  waits  for  all  ? 

Tick,  tick, — Tick,  tick, — 
Swift  and  swifter  the  moments  go  , 
Downward  ever  the  waters  flow  ; 
No  pause,  and  no  recall. 

No !    No  recall, 

Yet  the  tick  of  the  clock  calls  back  again, 
Poignant  as  ever,  the  joys,  the  pain 

The  child's  first  tears, 
The  boy's  gay  visions  of  renown, 
Fair,  stately  structures  crumbling  down 
Too  soon  before  the  blast. 
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And  there  were  friends — 
Not  such,  as  sordid  greed  of  gain 
And  schemes  of  selfishness  constrain, 
Not  such  as  go  and  come — 

And  dearer  yet, 

'Mid  all  things  changing  still  the  same, 
Indulgent,  though  all  others  blame, 
The  spot  on  earth  called  Home. 


An  islet  green, 

Where  clustered  palm-trees  overhead 
A  canopy  of  verdure  spread 
Against  the  ruthless  glare  ; 

Sweet  waters  too, 

The  like  of  which  could  not  be  found 
Save  there,  renewed  the  arid  ground, 
That  nothing  should  despair. 
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0  loving  eyes ! 

That  in  reproving  only  veiled 
Their  love.    0  lips  !  that  never  failed 
Fresh  hopes  and  strength  to  give. 

0  hearts !   wherein 
As  in  a  chamber  well  adorned 
They  that  without  were  foiled  or  scorned, 
Might  learn  to  trust  and  live. 


They  come  no  more. 
So  speaks  the  belfry's  ceaseless  chant, 
Monotonous,  reiterant, 
Thy  childhood's  joys  and  pain. 

No  more,  no  more  ! 

For  downward  still  the  stream  must  flow, 
Nor  back  the  dial's  finger  go. 
The  thought,  the  wish  is  vain. 
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Nay  !     But  at  last 
All  that  is  kind  and  pure  and  true 
Shall  bloom  again,  and  the  old  be  new 
In  the  life  that  has  no  end — 

As,  when  she  lay, 
The  maiden  fair  in  deathlike  sleep, 
The  languid  pulse  began  to  leap 
At  the  footfall  of  a  friend. 
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FAIR  as  the  flower  with  petals  large  and  white, 

Spotlessly  bright, 
That  lifts  beside  the  fragrant  path  you  tread, 

A  queenly  head  ; 
Serene  and  still,  as  if  to  shed  around 

A  peace  profound  ; 
Innocent  as  a  child,  whose  sky  is  bright 

With  cloudless  light, 
Because  within  the  secret  heart  is  nought 

To  stain  the  thought, 
But  all  is  guilelessness  of  love,  that  knows 

Nor  fears  nor  foes  : 
Yet  with  a  shadow  softly  lying  there, 

Not  as  of  care, 
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Across  the  face  ineffably  at  rest, 

The  shadow  blest, 
Of  self-abandonment,  as  in  a  dream, 

To  One  Supreme. 
0  happy  vision  !    Happy  they,  who  trace 

In  that  sweet  face 
The  self-surrender  to  the  Christ  above 

Of  trustful  love, 
The  lowliness  of  heart,  that  knows  not  why 

He  is  so  nigh. 
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To  be  as  one  who  serves  for  hire, 
For  some  poor  pittance,  day  by  day, 

This,  only  this  is  my  desire, 
Unworthy  e'en  for  this  to  pray. 

To  serve  in  lowest  place  I  crave, 

No  more  Thy  son,  0  Father,  but  Thy  slave. 

The  son  may  know  the  Father's  will, 
The  scope,  the  purpose  :  he  may  share 

His  counsel.    I  may  but  fulfil 

His  word  unknowing ;  nor  may  dare 

To  ask  the  wherefore.    Yet  for  me, 

This,  even  this,  were  blissful  slavery. 


'  ONE  OF  THY  HIRED  SERVANTS  '          61 

No  task  shall  be  for  me  so  mean, 

That  I  disdain  it,  nor  shall  seem 
Too  harsh,  too  irksome.    Bid  me  glean 

Ingloriously  what  others  deem 
Beneath  their  caring.  Yet  will  I 
Embrace  th'  unlovely  burden  lovingly. 

No  friends  have  I.    There  were  who  seemed 
With  pliant  smile  and  sayings  fair 

As  though  they  loved  me  ;  and  I  deemed 
Them  true.    But  lo  !  in  my  despair 

Averted  eyes  and  scoff  and  sneer, 

These  are  the  current  coin  of  friendship  here. 

These  swine,  that  I  am  sent  to  feed, 

Fit  comrades  they  for  such  as  I, 
Are  happier  far.    They  have  no  need 

Of  anodyne  to  still  the  cry 
Which  tears  the  heart.    0  fatal  fall ! 
0  fool,  to  fling  away  thyself,  thine  all ! 
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Hot  harlot  kisses  on  my  cheek — 
Ah !  Would  that  I  could  wipe  away 

The  touch  polluting  !    Can  I  speak 
Or  think  of  those  defilements  ?     Nay. 

For  what  can  cleanse  a  tainted  soul, 

Or  make  a  crystal  vase  once  shattered  whole  ? 

I  have  been  very  far  away, 

So  far  that  I  forgot  my  home. 
These  wayworn  feet  were  swift  to  stray, 

This  flagging  heart  beat  high  to  roam. 
But  now  what  little  strength  remains 
Shall  drag  me  homeward.     I  will  break  my  chains. 

I  will  arise.    In  dreams  I  see 

The  face  majestically  mild, 
Clothed  never  in  austerity 

Not  even  to  an  errant  child. 
I  will  arise,  my  Father,  I 
Will  be  content  to  see  Thy  face  and  die. 
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MAY  DAY 

0  TENDER  flush  of  hope  returning 

To  pallid  cheek,  to  leafless  tree ! 
0  subtle  flame  within  us  burning, 

That  kindles  all  this  ecstasy  ! 
The  nimble  pulse  is  gaily  dancing, 

The  sap  careering  in  the  larch, 
The  flitting  rays  are  coyly  glancing 

Across  the  leafy  woodland  arch. 

Men  said,  Not  ever  is  it  coming, 

The  voice,  that  wakes  the  spellbound  earth, 
To  set  the  busy  bees  a-humming, 

To  thrill  the  fragrant  air  with  mirth. 


64  MAY  DAY 

But  see !  adown  the  vale  are  stealing, 
Where'er  the  soft  south  wind  has  passed, 

A  brightness  and  a  joy  revealing 
The  latent  love  avowed  at  last. 

As  when  a  voice  beloved  is  speaking, 

In  answer  to  the  welcome  tone 
A  gladness  like  the  dawn  is  breaking 

Over  her  face,  who  holds  alone 
The  password  ;   or  as  deftly  straying 

Along  the  harpstrings  fingers  fair 
Evoke,  elicit  by  their  playing, 

The  resonancies  latent  there  ; 

So,  when  the  Christ,  the  long  expected, 

Long  waited  for  shall  come  again, 
And  His  Evangel  scorned,  rejected, 

Shall  prove  itself  at  last  to  men, 
Will  hearts  that  are  responsive  greet  Him, 

With  fond,  adoring,  grateful  praise  ; 
And  from  the  graves  will  haste  to  meet  Him, 

Quickened  by  His  life-giving  rays. 
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THERE  are,  whom  love 
Inspires  ;   who,  as  they  move, 
Diffuse  an  atmosphere  serene, 
By  gentlest  courtesy  to  wean 

Our  souls  from  every  thought  ungenerous,  harsh  or 
mean. 


There  are,  whose  eye 
Scans  all  things  low  and  high, 
Wide  ranging  yet  exact  and  clear, 
Amassing  knowledge  far  and  near, 
Sifting  what  is  from  things  which  are  not  but  appear. 
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But  there  are  few, 

Who  blend  in  concert  true 

Keen  insight  and  enduring  love  ; 

0  loved,  revered  !  'twas  thine  to  prove 
That  light  and  love  are  one  here  as  in  realms  above. 
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ROCCABRUNA 

I  AM  the  padre  here 

On  the  wooded  Apennines, 
Beneath  this  rock  I  tend  my  flock, 
And  prune  my  trellised  vines. 

The  azure  height  above, 

The  brown  burnt  earth  below — 
Not  far  away  our  glances  stray ; 
Not  much  we  seek  to  know. 

My  people  Ave  say, 

Pater  and  Credo  too  : 
But  comprehend  ?    Ah  !    No,  my  friend, 
'Tis  that  they  cannot  do. 
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They  know  that  Mary  Queen 
Is  kind  to  those  who  bring 
Gay  wreaths  to  twine  around  her  shrine, 
Their  votive  offering. 

To  chase  the  saucy  kids 

That  bruise  the  tender  vine, 
The  lurid  form  of  nearing  storm 
Maturely  to  divine. 

To  guide  the  she-goats  where 
The  sweetest  grasses  grow, 
With  song  and  fife  to  solace  life, 
All  this  at  least  they  know. 

And  while  I  lift  the  bell 

That  bids  to  prayer  and  praise, 
Within  my  heart  I  muse  apart 
Of  God  and  of  His  ways. 


\ 


Ill 

TEE  JUBILEE,  1887 

EMPRESS  and  Queen,  whose  rule  extends 

From  those  far  climes,  where  breaks  the  day, 
To  where  beyond  the  Western  waves 

Lingers  the  parting  ray. 
Through  half  a  hundred  checkered  years 

Her  sceptre  holds  a  sway  serene. 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  storm  and  calm, 

Our  Island  Queen. 

Queen  of  the  waves  !   from  shore  to  shore 
Deep  calls  to  deep  and  sea  to  sea, 

To  lift  a  loud,  exultant  voice, 
A  song  of  Jubilee. 
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Hark !  they  are  sworn  to  guard  her  coasts. 

See  !   how  they  toss  on  high  their  spray. 
And  we  with  them  our  voices  blend 

For  her  to  pray. 

Queen  of  our  hearts  !  most  loved  for  this, 

The  holy  brightness  round  her  throne, 
The  tenderness  which  feels  for  all, 

The  sternness  of  the  tone 
Which  quells  the  effrontery  of  vice, 

Nor  tolerates  the  false,  the  mean. 
0  Father,  hear  a  nation's  prayer 

And  bless  our  Queen. 
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WHEN  the  heavens  are  dark 
And  the  thunder  is  loud, 
And  anon  the  red  lightning 

Is  riving  the  cloud  ; 
When  the  spirit  of  tempest 

Is  hurrying  past, 
And  the  trees  of  the  forest 

Are  bowed  by  the  blast ; 
When  rocks  like  a  plaything 

Are  tossed  far  away 
By  torrents  in  madness 

Pursuing  their  prey ; 
The  heart  of  the  hero 

Exults  in  the  strife 
And  longs  for  the  shock 

And  the  tumult  of  life. 
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But  when  the  slant  sunbeams 

Stream  slow  from  the  west, 
When  stainless  the  heaven, 

The  wild  winds  at  rest ; 
When  the  lake  is  like  glass, 

And  the  valley  is  still, 
All  save  the  far  sound 

Of  the  murmuring  rill, 
From  thicket  and  copse 

When  a  sweetness  is  shed, 
Awaking  soft  music 

Of  days  that  are  dead  ; 
The  heart  of  the  hero 

Is  silent  and  lone, 
And  mourns  for  the  sound 

Of  a  voice  that  is  gone. 
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TAKE  the  rods,  0  brothers,  take  them, 
Dip  them,  brothers,  in  the  stream, 

Supple  them,  or  we  shall  break  them. 
Basket-makers  deem 

That,  whatever  we  would  make, 

Better  'tis  to  bend  than  break. 

Would  you  make  the  will  compliant 
With  the  rigid  law  of  right, 

When  the  rebel  self,  defiant, 
Rises  for  the  fight ; 

Never  yet  the  clank  of  chain 

Can  the  will  of  man  restrain. 
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Take  the  pegs  and  lay  them  truly, 
Each  one  steadfast  in  his  place, 

Duly  shaped  and  measured  duly 
So  to  form  a  base  ! 

Your  endeavour  else  will  be 

Slackness  and  frivolity. 

Let  the  stakes  be  straight  and  pointed, 
Marshalled  in  a  stately  row  ! 

Or  the  sides  will  be  disjointed, 
And  a  sudden  blow 

Shall,  alas,  before  your  eyes, 

Shatter  all  your  enterprise. 

Fill  the  sides  and  weld  the  '  waling ' ! 

Be  the  border  tight  and  trim  ! 
Let  your  fingers  never-failing 

Bind  the  level  rim  ! 
Oh,  the  joy,  when  all  is  done, 
When  the  fight  is  fought  and  won ! 
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Nay,  not  yet !    It  is  not  ended 
Yet,  your  effort.    There  must  be 

Arch  from  side  to  side  extended, 
Fixed,  and  fair  to  see. 

Grasp  the  handle  firmly  !    So — 

See  !    Your  basket  now  may  go. 
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THE  PILOT 

THROUGH  storm-clouds  gathering  far  and  wide, 
Through  sunken  rocks  on  every  side 

The  stately  ship  goes  on. 
Her  Pilot  scans  with  steadfast  eye 
The  warfare  wild  of  sea  and  sky — 

When  will  the  night  be  gone  ? 

When  shall  the  morn,  serenely  bright, 
Chase  back  the  phantoms  of  the  night, 

And  o'er  the  trackless  foam 
Reveal  to  longing  eyes  the  way, 
Clear  shining  in  the  light  of  day, 

The  pathway  to  our  Home  ? 
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'  Goodwill  and  Peace  !  '    Sweet  sounds  the  lay 
Angelical.    But  hark  !  the  fray, 

The  voices  harsh  and  shrill, 
Reckless  revilings,  slanders  foul 
And  men  like  wolves  upon  the  prowl 

Beside  an  ice-bound  rill. 

With  calm,  discriminating  eye, 
The  Pilot  sees  the  storm  drift  by — 

England  is  England  still ! 
Oh !  come  the  day,  when  great  and  small, 
Not  each  for  self  but  each  for  all, 

Shall  have  one  heart,  one  Will. 
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THE  RUNNERS 

THEY  who  are  fain  to  win  the  race  and  wear  the 

olive  crown, 
Must  wait  and  watch,  until  at  last  the  silver  trump 

is  blown 
To  send  them  off.    Like  hound  in  leash,  see,  how  they 

strive  and  strain 
Who  shall  be  first  of  all  to  dart  across  the  boundless 

plain, 
Or  like  the  gallant  steed,  who  chafes  to  hear  the  signal 

sound, 
And  tosses  back  his  snaffled   head  and  paws  the 

unconscious  ground. 
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Lo  !    First  of  all  to  start  and  first,  of  all  that  run, 

is  she 
In  pace  and  in  endurance,  she  the  maiden  fair  and 

free, 
With  flashing  eye  and  tresses  streaming  back  of 

burnished  gold, 
The  buskined  huntress  of  the  woods,  tall,  shapely 

to  behold, 
With  dainty  feet,  that  coyly  skim  the  surface  of  the 

lea, 
Atalanta  from  the  hills  come  down  our  lowland  sport 

to  see. 

The  plaudits  of  the  gazing  crowd,  canst  thou  not 

hear  them  now, 
Presageful  of  thy  triumph  ?    And  the  chaplet  for 

thy  brow, 

The  cynosure  of  cities  far  and  wide,  the  victor-prize, 
Is  gleaming  brightly  now  in  thought  before  thine 

eager  eyes. 

A  little  while  of  patience  yet,  of  toil  a  little  more, 
0  Maiden  from  the  mountains,  and  the  keel  shall 

kiss  the  shore. 
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Thy  race  is  well-nigh  run.    Why  pause  to  turn  a  fond 

regard 
To  gawds,  that  glitter  in  the  sunlight  on  the  velvet 

sward  ? 
Pass  on,  pass  on,  nor  heed  them !    For  it  is  a  wile, 

a  snare, 
To  lure  thee  from  achievement.    0  helpless  one, 

beware ! 
To  stoop,  to  touch,  is  fatal.    Alas !    The  subtle 

foe 
Exults,  because  thy  own  fair  hands  have  wrought 

thyself  this  woe. 
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WHEN  we  were  few  and  they  a  host, 

What  time  their  war-cry,  fierce  and  long, 

Announced  them  near  and  drowned  the  shout 
That  rose  our  slender  ranks  along, 

From  days  of  old  a  memory 

Came  wafted  from  Thermopylae. 

The  narrow  gorge — the  foemen's  boast, 
'  Our  shafts  will  darken  all  the  sky  ' ; 

'  Then  fight  we  in  the  shade  to-day  '- 
Euns  it  not  so  the  gay  reply  ? 

0  Stranger,  tell  to  Sparta,  we 

'  Lie  here  in  our  fidelity.'  * 

*  The  writing  on  the  rocks  was  better  translated  by  the 
late  James  Riddell,  of  Balliol,  in  a  dream  : — 

'  Tell  to  Sparta,  passer  by, 
At  her  bidding  here  we  lie.' 
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Was  it  a  triumph  ?  Nay,  they  fell, 
They  died  :  and  o'er  their  prostrate  forms 

The  wave  of  battle  swept,  as  sweep 
Over  the  sand  the  wild  sea-storms. 

Yet  peals  the  trumpet  clear  and  loud — 

'  The  few  have  stood  against  a  crowd.' 

A  thrice-told  tale.    Crimean  cliffs 

Echo  the  tale  of  Hellas.     See  ! 
A  little  band  of  horsemen  there 

Hide  forth  to  death  or  victory. 
Nor  ever  shall  the  Promise  fail, 
Self-sacrificing  shall  prevail. 
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THEY  are  gone — all  is  over — the  valley  is  still ; 
No  tramp  in  the  lanes  and  no  boom  on  the  hill, 
No  rattle  of  musketry  over  the  rill 

In  his  equable  flow. 

Say,  were  they  but  phantoms,  a  bodiless  seeming, 
A  trick  of  the  fancy,  as  when  you  lie  dreaming 
And  the  brain  all  the  while  with  strange  faces  is 
teeming, 

That  vanish  and  go  ? 

Bronz'd  faces  from  Boerland  and  campfellows  young 
With  a  laugh  on  the  lip  and  a  jest  on  the  tongue, 
The  flag  that  they  follow  with  shout  and  with  song 

No  mudspot  shall  soil : 

And  the  leaders  in  battle,  the  heroes,  whose  daring 
Darts  forth  like  a  flame  and  whose  chivalrous  bearing 
Betokens  the  man  who  will  shrink  not  from  sharing 

Each  peril,^each  toil — 
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And  the  motors  with  arrowlike,  cometlike  speed, 
In  forges  Vulcanic  devised  and  decreed, 
To  rush  to  the  rescue  in  moment  of  need, 

I  see  them  no  more. 

But  still  near  and  far  with  Titanic  vibrations 
Throbs   the   air,   and,   meseems,   the   stupendous 

gyrations 

Press   on   like   a   fate,   to   their  fixed   destinations 
As  they  whirr  by  my  door. 

Look  round  where  you  will— they  are  gone — Even 

so — 

The  pageant  of  yesterday  was  but  a  show ; 
The  brooklets  that  glide  through  our  villages  go 

Their  way  as  before. 

But  the  meaning  abides,  though  the  pageant  is  fading, 
Though  the  prancers   no   more  up  and  down  are 

parading, 
Though  far  in  the  west  dies  the  foe's  cannonading, 

As  he  makes  for  the  shore. 
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The  meaning  abides.  'Tis  the  struggle,  the  strife, 
Of  the  soul  against  evil,  which  ends  but  with  life, 
For  the  legions  of  darkness  are  many,  and  rife 

Is  the  air  with  their  cry. 

But  our  Leader,  our  Chief,  in  our  vanguard  advances  ; 
They  fly  far  away,  the  dark  fiends,  from  the  glances 
That  flash  from  His  eye — and  see,  their  long  lances 

They  trail  as  they  fly. 
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SIMPATICO — 'Neath  southern  skies 

The  gracious  word  is  heard  to  say 
'  Lo  !   He  is  quick  with  all  to  sympathise, 

Nay,  be  they  who  they  may.' 

High  pedestalled  apart,  and  yet, 

To  each  and  all,  our  King  was  dear. 
Who  seek  a  nation's  love,  must  not  forget 

To  rule  by  love,  not  fear. 

Kind  greeting,  as  men  pass  along 
Across  the  plain  or  through  the  wood, 

Sends  each  one  on  his  quest  more  swift,  more  strong, 
By  touch  of  brotherhood. 
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We  stand  aloof  from  one  another — 

But  gathered  round  the  open  grave 
Of  him,  who  cared  for  all,  our  watchword  '  Brother* 

Is  Britain's  spell  to  save. 
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SOL  EXTINCTUS  AMABITUR 

(G.  W.) 

ART  wearied  at  last  with  thy  journey  on  high, 
With  league  after  league  of  the  adamant  sky  ? 
Art  fain  from  the  burden  and  heat  of  the  day 
To  rest,  and  to  slumber  thy  sadness  away  ? 

I  know  not — Who  knows  ? 

But  swiftly  he  goes, 
As  he  sinks  o'er  the  westernmost  cliff  of  the  bay. 

A  couch  is  strewn  for  thee  of  purple  and  gold, 
Bright  burnished,  deep-heaving  with  fold  upon  fold, 
Thou  joy'st  to  be  rid  of  our  ceaseless  turmoil, 
Our  pitiful  guerdon  of  thanks  for  thy  toil  ? 

I  know  not — Who  knows  ? 

But  brightly  he  glows 

Through  the  vapours  of  earth  steaming  up  from  her 
soil. 


SOL  EXTINCTUS  AMABITUR  89 

Thy  gifts,  who  shall  tell  them  ?     The  laughter  and 

song 

Which  float  in  thy  train  as  thou  marchest  along ; 
The  deeds  of  high  daring,  of  wisdom,  of  skill, 
The  thoughts  which  are  rife  in  our  memory  still, 
Though  born  of  thy  ray, 
Die  not  with  the  day, 
Outpourings  through  thee  of  an  infinite  Will. 


Our  greatest  and  best,  they  are  with  us  awhile 
Like    thee,    and    we    bask    in    the    light    of    their 

smile  ; 

And  all,  if  indeed  it  be  aught,  that  we  have 
Of  lustre,  we  owe  to  the  light  which  they  gave ; 
Light  left  by  their  track 
We  faintly  give  back, 

Old    flashes    of    glory    which    stream    from    their 
grave. 
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We  murmur,  if  ever  a  cloud  chance  to  veil 
Their  brightness,  one  moment  grown  joyless  and  pale  ; 
We  rail  at  the  glare,  when  their  far-reaching  ray 
Strikes  home  to  the  heart  in  the  noon  of  their  day. 

'Tis  only  at  last 

When,  alas,  it  is  past, 

That  we  sigh  for  the  light  which  they  shed  on  our 
way. 
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0  COMET  !  through  the  starlit  spaces 

Cleaving  the  cloud  with  wings  of  fire, 
Strange  portent,  art  thou  come  for  blessing, 

Or  in  presageful  ire  ? 
Nay,  rushing  on  thy  reckless  way 
Thou  wilt  not,  canst  not  pause  to  say. 

0  Torrent !  from  the  cliffs  descending, 
Tearing  in  twain  the  rocks,  that  bar 
Thy  outlet,  and  in  thunderous  scorning 
Hurling  their  fragments  far — 
Disdaining  wisdom's  sweet  control, 
Turbid  thy  swollen  waters  roll. 
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I  CANNOT  see  his  earliest  ray, 

That  darts  from  out  the  eastern  haze  ; 
I  cannot  hear  the  loud  acclaim 

Of  jubilation  and  of  praise 
That  hails  the  monarch  to  his  throne 
Restored,  to  reign  alone. 

His  pursuivants  in  purple  clad, 
Purple  and  gold,  before  his  face 

Step  forward  proudly,  two  and  two, 
To  scatter  odours  and  to  chase 

Foul  shapes  of  darkness — this  descry 
I  cannot,  where  I  lie. 
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And  yet  I  know,  the  night  is  gone — 

I  see  it  in  yon  dappled  sky ; 
I  hear  it  whispered  'neath  my  eaves 

By  birdies,  as  they  twitter  by  ; 
New  hopes  within  me  surge  and  say, 
'Tis  come,  another  day. 

In  this  dim  day  of  doubt  and  fear 
Say,  Art  thou  weary  ?     For  thou  hast 

Been  feeling  after  tokens  sure, 
That  Eight  is  Victor  at  the  last. 

Oh,  trust !     Though  hidden  from  thine  eye, 
The  sun  is  in  the  sky. 

No  need  to  thrust  thy  hand  within 
The  Pierced  Side.    Those  visions  blest, 

They  come,  they  go,  but  holiness 
Abides  for  ever.    Here  may  rest 

All  hopes  securely.     See,  the  rock 

Quails  not  at  ocean's  shock. 
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Was  it  not  written,  '  God  will  not 

Forsake  the  sinless  soul  in  hell '  ? 
Sin  kills.    But  whereso  sin  is  not, 

In  death's  dark  chambers  all  is  well, 
Be  sure  at  last  prevails  the  right — 

Christ  triumphs  in  the  fight. 
January  1914. 
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BALACLAVA,  NOVEMBER  1854 

BLOW  the  bugle !    Sound  the  trumpet !    Let  the 

clarion's  thrilling  cry 
Borne  upon  the  passing  breezes  speak  defiance  far 

and  nigh ! 
Let  the  ringing  echoes   wake  the  stillness  of  the 

autumn  day, 
Where  the  little  band  of  horsemen  wait  the  signal  for 

the  fray  ! 

Not  to  snatch  an  easy  triumph,  not  to  chase  a  flying 

foe, 
Not  to  meet  in  equal  combat,  man  to  man  and  blow 

for  blow, 
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Not  with  hope  of  bringing  proudly  back  the  palm  of 

victory, 
But  where  Duty  bids  them  onward,  they  are  riding 

forth  to  die. 


For  the  path  of  honour  lies  across  a  wide  and  dreary 

plain, 
Where  each  onward  stride  is  measured  by  the  fall 

of  comrade  slain. 
See  the  dark  and  serried  masses  of  the  foemen  in 

array, 
See  on  either  side  the  cannon  grimly  waiting  for 

their  prey ! 


Blow  the  bugle,  sound  the  trumpet,   let  it  be  a 

solemn  strain, 
As  the  little  band  of  horsemen  gallop  o'er  yon  dreary 

plain — 
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Twice  three  hundred  British  riders  in  their  panoply 

and  pride — 
Tell  me,  who  of  all  the  number  shall  return  at 

eventide  ? 


None  of  all  will  play  the  craven,  none  will  rein  his 

charger  back, 
As  they  press  together  onward  all  along  the  dreary 

track, 
Fewer  still,  but  still  advancing  till  at  last  they  reach 

their  goal, 
Fitting  resting  place  for  heroes,  where  the  martial 

thunders  roll. 
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TO  LADY  HICKS-BEACH 
AT  BREDENBURY  COURT,  APRIL  1881 

THREE  sister  roses  on  one  spray, 
One  bud  and  two  fair  flowers — 

What  do  they  here  this  April  day, 
These  chill  unsunny  hours  ? 

Three  sister  graces,  bright  and  fair, 
Here  seated  hand  in  hand — 

What  do  they  in  this  wintry  air, 
In  our  bleak  Northern  land  ? 

0  !  happy  mother,  watching  these 
Thy  daughters  side  by  side, 

All  fair  as  good  and  good  as  fair, 
Thyself  thy  children's  pride. 
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i 

WE  will  not  wish  to  those  we  love 

A  never  changing  azure  sky, 
A  sunlit  ocean  smooth  as  glass, 

Soft  winds,  that  whisper  lullaby. 
It  cannot  be  ;  the  prayer  is  vain 
And  flutters  down  to  earth  again. 

ii 

For  why  ?     The  wisdom,  which  shall  guide 
The  vessel  through  the  storm  aright, 

Is  won  by  conflict  with  the  storm. 
To  conquer  Self  needs  many  a  fight. 

They,  who  have  fought  that  fight,  shall  dare 

To  face  all  other  foes  that  are. 
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III 
0 !    How  we  craved  it  each  and  all, 

Fit  sunshine  for  the  Crowning  Day, 
A  blaze  of  triumph  far  and  wide, 

A  jocund  world,  securely  gay, 
That  King  and  Queen  without  alloy 
Might  share  a  loyal  people's  joy. 

IV 

And  yet — and  yet — a  cloudless  bliss 
Is  not,  methinks,  for  here  and  now. 

Alternate  here,  at  God's  command, 
Shadows  and  sunshine  cross  the  brow 

Of  Nature.    She  serenely  wise 

So  trains  her  children  for  the  skies. 

v 

If  ever  dark  forebodings  creep, 
As  creep  they  will,  across  the  way, 

And  light  is  fading,  then  recall 
The  clouds  of  Coronation  Day. 

The  shadow  is  a  while  allowed, 

The  Love  is  there  behind  the  cloud. 
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SHOT  THROUGH  THE  HEART  IN  THE 
BALACLAVA  CHARGE'. 

THOU  wast  not  one  as  others  are, 
Thy  love  was  stronger  than  thy  life — 

Was  tenderest  in  the  camp  of  war, 
Was  gentler  for  the  very  strife. 


Thou  didst  not  fight  as  others  fight, 
Thy  courage  was  not  fired  by  hate, 

But,  as  an  Angel  glancing  bright, 
Thou  rodest  forward  to  thy  fate. 
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Thou  didst  not  fall  as  others  fall, 

No  cruel  sabre  tore  thy  side, 
A  single  chosen  musket  ball 

Flew  to  thy  heart  and  thou  hadst  died. 

Thou  didst  not  die  as  others  die — 
No  murmur  struggled  with  thy  breath, 

A  moment  passed  and  thou  didst  lie 
Still  in  the  glory  of  thy  death. 

(J.  GEORGE  SMITH.) 
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